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IRRADIATIONS 



The spattering of the räin upon pale terraces 

Of aiternoon is like the passing of a dream 

Amid the roses shuddering 'gainst the wet green staiks 

Of the strcaming trees — the passing of the wind 

Upon the pale lower terraces of my dream 

Is like the crinlding of the wet grey robes 

Of the hours that come to turn over the urn 

Of the day and spiU its rainy dream. 

Vague movement over the puddled terraces: 

Heavy gold pennons — a pomp of solemn gardens 

Half hidden under the liquid veil of spring : 

Far trumpets like a vague rout of &ded roses 

Burst 'gainst the wet green silence of distant fbrests : 

A clash of cymbals — then the Swift swaying ibotsteps 

Of the wind that undulates along the knguid terraces. 

Pools of räin — the vacant terraces 

Wet, chili and gUstening 

Towards the sumet beyond the broken doors of to^day. 



[3] 



IRRADIATIONS 



II 



Gaunt sails — bronzc boats of the evening— 
Float along the rivcr where aloft 
Like dim swaii8 die clouds die 
SofUy. 

I am afraid to traverse the long sdll streets of evening; 

For I fear to see the ghoets that stare at me 

From the shadows. 

I wiU stay indoors instead and await my waadering dream. 

She is about me, fluid ytt, and fbrmless ; 

The wind in her hair whisper8 like dim violins: 

And the &int glint of her eyes shifb like a sudden more' 

ment 
Over the siir£ice of a dark pocä. 

She comes to me sk)wly dowa the lost streets of the evening. 
And their immutable silence is in her &et. 
Let no lamps ilare — bestill, my heart^hands^stay: 
For I woiild touch the lips of my new love with my lips. 
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IRRADIATIONS 



III 



In the grey skirts of the feg seamevs sldrl desoktely. 

And flick like btts of paper propelled by a wmd 

About the fkbt^ sails of a departing ship 

Crawlmg 8k)wly down the bw reacbes 

Oftheriver. 

About the keel there is a bubbling and gurgling 

Of grumf^ water ; 

And as the fM'ow noses out a way fbr itself, 

It seems to weave a dream of bubbles and flashing foam, 

A dream of strange islands wheFeto it is bound : 

Pcarl/fölands drenched with the dawn. 

The palms flash under the immense dark sky, 

Down which the sun dives to embracc the earth : 

Dnims boom and conches bray. 

And with a crash of crunson cymbals 

Suddenly appears above the pdished backs of slaves 

A king in a breastplate of gold 

Gigantic 

Amid tossed roses and 8waying dancers 

That melt into pale undulations and muffled echoes 

'Mid the bubbling of the muddy lumpy water, 

And the swirling of the 6eamews above the sulien river. 

[5] 
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IRRADIATIONS 



OvER the Foof^topG race the shadows of clouds; 

like horses the shadows of clouds chargc down the street. 

AVhirlpooIs of purpIe and gold, 

Wiads from the mountains ofdrmabar, 

Lacquered mandarin moments, palanquins Bwaying and 

balancmg 
Amid the vermiUon pavilions, against the jade bahistrades. 
Glint of the gUtteiing wings of dragon^ilies in the Ught: 
älver filaments, golden flakes sealing downwards, 
Rippling, quivering äutters, repulse and Burrender» 
The sun broidered upon the räin, 
The räin rustling with the sun. 

Ovcr the roof^tops race the shadows of clouds ; 

Like horses the &hadow8 of clouds charge down the Oreet. 
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The balandng of gaudy hmad pavilions 
Of summer against the insolcnt brecze: 
The bellying of the sides of stripM tents, 
SwelUng taut, shuddering in quick collapee, 
Silent under the sUence of the slqr. 

Earth is stteaked and spotted 

AVith grcat splashes and dapples of sunlight : 

The sun throws an immeose drcle of bot light npoQ tbe 

World, 
Rolling slowly in ponderous rhythm 
Darkly, musically fonrard. 

AU is silent under the steep cone (^ afternoon : 

The sky is imperturbably [Mvfound. ^ 

The ultimate divine union seems about to be äccomplished. 

Ali is troubled at the attainment 

Of the inexhaustible infinitt. 

The roUing and tbe tossing cf tbe sidcs c^immcnse pavilions 
Under die whirling wind tbat screanu up the cloudless sl^. 
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Flickering of incessant raia 

Oa flashiag pavements : 

Sudden scairry of umbrellas : 

Bending, recurved blossoms of the storm. 

The winds came clanging and ckttering 
FFomlongwhitehighroadswhippinginrU:^nBupsumnuto: 
They 8trew upon the city gusty waft8 of a|^le'blo6sam, 
And the rustling of innumerable translucent kavcs. 

Uneven tinkling, the hzy räin 
Dripping frotn the eaves. 
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The finintain blows its breathless spray 
Frommetoyou andbacktome. 

Whipped, tossed, curdled, 

Crashing, quivering: 

I hurl kisses like blows upon your lipe. 

The dance of a bee drunken with sunlight : 

Irradiant ecstasies, white and gold, 

Sigh and relapGe. 

The fbuntain tosses pallid spray 
Far in the 8oiTowful, silent sky. 
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IRRADIATIONS 



The houses of the dty no bnger hum and pby : 
Th^ lie like caieless drowsy giants, dumb, estranged. 

One presses to his breast his toy, a lighted pane : 
Onestirsuneasily: oneiscoldindeath. 

And the late moon, kaifaSy peering over an immense 

shoulder. 
Sees, in the shadow below, the unpeopkd hush of a Street. 
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IRRADIATIONS 



The trees, like great jade elephants, 

Chained, stamp and shake 'neath the gadilies c^the hneze ; 

The trees lungc and plunge, unruly elephants: 

The clouds are their crimson howdafa'Caiiopie8, 

The sunlight glints like the golden robe of a Shah. 

Would I were toesed on the wrinklcd backs of those trees. 
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XI 



The clouds are Uke a sombre sea: 
On shining screens of ebony 
Are carven marvds of my heart. 

'Gainst crimson placques of dnnabar 
Shrills, like a diamond, dawn'8 last star. 

The gardcns of my heart are green : 
The räin drips oäf the gUstening teaves. 
In the humid gardens of my soul. 
The crimson peonies explode. 

I am like a drop of roae/flusbed räin 
Clinging to crimson petals of love. 

In the afternoon, over gold screeos, 
I will \xush the blue dust of my dreams. 
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IRRADIATIONS 



XII 



The pine, rough/bearded Pan of the woods, 

Whispered in my ear his ^etpy^vcet song, 

Like liquid fire it ran through my veins. 

Thus he piped: Sad. lonely son of the woods, 

Lie dowa in the long saR grass and sleep, 

Ere the dawn has hidden her 8welling breasts, 

Ere the moraing has covered her massive flanks, 

With the flamccobured raantle of noon. 

Lie down in the dewless grass nor awakc 

To see whether afternoon has hurried in 

From the rim of her purple robe dropping dim flow«8; 

Golden tlower$ with poUen/dusty cups, 

Flower8QfBilence. Heed not though eve 

Should sail, a grey swan, in the pool of the sky, 

Spreading low ripples. Heed these not! 

Only awake when slim twilight 

Flunges h«- body in the last bk>wn spray of the sun I 

Awake then, for twilight and dawn are your day : 

Therefore lie down in the long dim grass and sleep, 

And I will blow my low pipes over you. 
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XIII 



As I wem through the dty l^ day 
I 8aw shadows in sunlight : 
But in the night I 6aw every where 
Stars within the darkness. 

(A coldty fluting breeze : 

Dark Pan under the trees. 

Low laughter : up the sky 

A Star like a street'Iamp left on high.) 

As I went through the dty by day 

I was hustled by jostUng people. 

But in the night, the wind of the darkness 

Whispcred,"Hu8hI" ^mysouL 
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IRRADIATIONS 



Brown bed of earth, still fresh and wflrm with love, 

No w hold me dght ; 

Broad 6eld of sl^, where the clouds laughing move, 

FiU up my pores with light : 

You trees, n<m taik to me, chatter and scc^ or weep, 

Or drow8ing stand: 

You mnds, nDw play with me, you wild thingB creep, 

You boulden, bruise my hand I 

I now am yours and you are mine: it matters oot 

What Gods herein I aee : 

You grow in me, I am moted to this qxit; 

We drink and pass the cup, immortalty. 
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XV 



O 8EEDED grass, you army of little men 

Cravrling up the long sk>pe with quivaing, quick blades of 

Steel: 
You who storm millions of graves, tiny green tentacles of 

Earth, 
Interlace yourselves tightly over mjr hear^ 
And do not let me go : 

For I would lie here fbrever and watch with one eye 
The pilgrimaging ants in your dull, savage jungles, 
The while with the other I see the stiff Iines of the dope 
Break in mid^air, a wave surprisingly arrested. 
And above them, wavering, dandng, bodiless, colourles^ 

unreal, 
The long thin lazy fingers of the heaL 
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An ant crawHng up a grass^-hkde, 

And above it, the sky. 

I shall remember these whea I die : 

An ant and a butterfly 

And the sky. 

The giass is fiill of fiH'get/nie'nots and poppies : 
Through the air darts many a ily. 
The ant toik up its grass^blad^ 
The careless houro go by. 

The grass^blades bow to the fect of the lazy bours : 
They walk out of the wood, showering shadows on fIowers. 
Their robcs flutter vaguely fer ofFthere in the clearing : 
I see them sometimes from the coraer of my eye. 
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XVII 



The wmd that drives the fine dry sand 
Across the strand: 
The sad wind spinoing arabesques 
With a wrinkled hand. 

labyrinths of shifHngsand, 
The dancing dunes I 

I will arise and run with the sand. 

And gather it greedily in my hand : 

I will wriggle like a long yeIlow soake over the beaches. 

I will lie curled up, sleeping. 

And the wind shall chase me 

Farinland. 

My breath is the music of the mad wind; 
Shrill piping, stamping of dninken feet. 
The fluttering, tattered broidery flung 
Over the dunes' steep escarpments. 

The fine dry sand that whistles 
Down the long ]ow beaches. 

[ 19] 
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IRRADIATIONS 



The douds pass 

Ovcr the poUshed mirror cf die sky: 
The douds pass, pufis ofg^, 
There is DO Star. 

The clouds pass sknrljr: 
Suddcnly a disengagf^ >*gf flgjjipft, 
The night is cold and the clouds 
Redi slowl7 over the sky. 
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XX 



I DANCE: 

I existinmodoo: 

A wind'8haken ik>wer sjnlling my drops in the sunlight. 

' feel the musdes bcnding, relaxiDg beoeath me ; 

I direct the rippling sweep of the Iines of my bocfy; 

Its impact crashes through the thin walls of the atmosphene, 

Idance. 

About me whirl8 

The sombrc hali, the gaudy stage, the harsh gkre of the 

fbotlights, 
And in the brains of thousands watching 
Little flames leap quivering to the music of my e£brt. 

I have danccd: 
I have expressed my soul 
In unbroken rhythm, 
SorTow and ilame. 

I am tired : I would be extinguishcd bencath your beating 
hands. 
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N^oT ODKiVi but coaCQiiiiy snd xbIb, 

Id a meditaxiTe ccstasy you ^iitgi^ Hfe : 

As pdibomiig mnc strange ruc, to wfaidi ymaioiK IkM 

äieduc. 
Qiikl, iife did imt givc ruifc cDcngiiitDyDa; 
From liie fa^inning, yoa woald Kcm tD faavc dinnm BVHy. 
Ae KUDCtfaiiig caldand ajn^ticrsonic, diat amunr meai qr 

afiainst nTTTTn 
X on wouM ncriiaiK look fwt nim Tyrp* ^ "l Äf^^ snd wo irryi ii 

tfae lecna 
vvDCtfarr tust !!dcc wcarE cutcnBSt a gmiic or no? 
^range, old, and siknt bemg, dicre ie jomething 

InnniCuy VaSt id yniTr imm^. CnUDCiB: 

I TniTHr yoD t'^ ^^l^^ point out, witiu a sniife, y mir curuxiB ssr 
Far cff iniiie iieavenB, 'wfau^ dd idbd faae kcd befinc 
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XXII 



The morning is clean and blue and the wmd bIows up the 

douds: 
Kow my thoughts gathoed from a£ar 
Ooce again in their patched annour, with rusty plumes and 

blunted sword8, 
Move out to war. 

Smoking our mtxning pipes we shall ride two and two 

Through the wood8. 

For our old cause keeps us together, 

And our hatred is so fHcdous not death or defeat can break 



God willing, we shall this day meet that old enemy 
Who has given us so many a good beating. 
Thank God we have a cause worth fighting 6x, 
And a cause worth losing and a good song to sing. 



[H] 



IRRADIATIONS 



ToRRiDLY the moon roUs up^ntrd 

Against the smooth iminensity of midsummer sky, 

Changeles^ inexhaustible : 

The city beneath is still. 

Heaven and Earth are clasped together, 

Momently Uie g^ovrs as careless 

As the Ii& of the intense stars. 

Out of the houses climbing, 

Fuming up wiiKlows, fiickering from every roc^top, 

Rigid on scaiorous pinnacles, 

Slendy swirl aloft 

Love*8 iofinite flamelets. 
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Blue, brown, blue: sky, sand, sea: 
I swell to your immcDsity. 
I will run over the endless beach, 
X will shout to the breaking Sfvay, 
I will touch the sky with my fingers. 
My happiness is like this saiid: 
I let it nm out of my hand. 



[20] 
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The douds pass 

Ora tbc polished minDr af^Aji 
The clouds pass, pu& of gny. 
Thov is no Star. 

The clouds pass slovly: 
Suddcnly a disengaged star flashca 
The night is cold and the douds 
Roll slowly over tbc sl^. 
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IRRADIATK»<S 



XXVI 



&.owLT aloog die liui^xijihhz o n ed oreci; 
Amid die laK tad drifius cruirdi of midn^ic 
Like lott Knk «andcrii^ 
CooieiiiiaFcIiuv br folemnlT 
As ix wotnc gmyfaedecked rima] of old, 
A nxnotoooas pnxEsnoo cf Uack cans 
Fan crowded witb Uoodred Uocaxn : 
Scariet gcnuiiuuM 

IT fitAHng tbeir fieiy ^obes apoa the mg^ 
Time are die mmiories a£daj "^^lA-al in jagged flame: 
Ltut, joj, blood, and deadi. 

Widi CTUshed handt, weaiy eyts, and hoaise daznour, 
We oonaccrate anH arrlaim diem tmnultnaiidr 
Ere dieypasB^ccMiianpttiou^bcj^iid die ai^Merced vai of 
akäoe. 
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I THINK there was an hour in which God laughed at me, 

FcH* as I passed along the Street, 

1 8aw that ali the women — although their bodies were deX' 

terously concealed — 
Vfere thinking with ali their might what tnen were like : 
And the n^n, mechanically correct, dgars at lips, 
Were waiiting to rush at the wonien, 
But wcre restrained by respectability or timidity, 
Or iearof theconsequences or vanity or some puerile dream 
Of a pale ideal lost io the vast grey skj. 
So 1 said to m^lf, it is time to end ali this: 
I will take the first wonian that comes along. 
And then God laughed at me — and I too smilcd 
To see that He was in such good himiour and that the sun 

wa8shining. 
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I HATi Kemed o6en fedile and tneba to mpi^ 
And maar tinics I liave wisfaed dut tfae *^""" of mr Kfr 
Laj at hst tbaolrcd in the oold add of de>di : 
Tet I have noc fcrgonen 
TIk KxnUing c£w3ttn in *iig mnlip lit^ 
Tbc aotmd of a woaiaD'i tcic^ 
^iding danoen, 
Qi^nting wanliippcn^ 
Achildcryin^ 
Tbc wiDd amid the hiBs. 
Theae I can rancmber. 
And I fhinlf thcT are moce of me 

Tban the wiiiiklet en my &tx and the hon^ ache at my 
beart 
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XXXI 



Mr sdfivspread arms 
Bceak into sudden gesture ; 
My feet seize upon the rhythm ; 
My hands drag it upwards : 
Thus I create the dance. 

I drink of the red bowl of the sunlight: 

I swim through seas of räin : 

I dig my toes into earth : 

I taste the smack of the wind : 

I ammyself : 

Ilive. 

The temples of the gods are fbrgotten or in niins : 

Profcssors are stiU arguing about the past and the future : 

] am sick of reading marginal notes on life, 

I am weary of SoQovring &Ise banners : 

I desire nothing more intensely or completely ttian this 

present; 
There is nothing about me you are more Ukely to notice 

than my being : 
Let me therefbre rejoice silently, 
A goklen butted]y glandng against an iinflecked wall. 
[33] 
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TcvDAT yoa sfaall faave fant fittk loag fiun me^ 

For I beloog to tfae sanfig^ 

Thkl waald DOC faorter fer ai^ kingdooL 

I am a wlieeHng fwallaw, 
Bioe aO orer is my delig^ 
I am a druwsy grass^Iadc 
In tfae greeneit shadm. 
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My desire goes bristling and growluig like an angry leopord ; 
My hbs are a hollow grating, my hair is coarse and hard. 
My ilanks are like sharp iron wedges, my eyes glittcr as chili 

glass; 
Down below there are the meadows wherc n^ &mished 

hopes are feeding, 
I wiU waylay them to wiDdward, stalking in watchful pa/ 

tience, 
I will pounce upon them, plunging my muzzk in the hot 

spurt of their blood. 
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Trb flag let loose för a day of fesdvity; 

Frec desperatt sjrmbol of battlc and deslre, 

Lcaping, lunging, tossing up the halyards; 

Below it a tumult of muäc, 

Above it the streamiog wa8tes of the sky, 

Pinnacles of clouds, pyrcs of dawn, 

Infinite cfRiTt, everlasting day. 

The immense ilag wavuig 

Aloft in glory; 

Over eeas and hilltops 

Transmitting its Hghtnings. 
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IRRADIATIONS 



What weave you, what qjin you, 

V^hat wonder win you, 

You looms of desire? 

Sin that is splendour, 

Love that is shameless, 

life that is glory. 

Life that is ali. 
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LiKB cataracts that crash from a cnimbling crag 

Into the dull''blue smouldering gulf of a lake bebw, 

Landlocked amid the mountains, so my soul 

Was a gorge that was fiUed with the wamng echoes of song. 

Of old, th6y wore 

Shining armour, and banners of broad gold they bore: 

Now they drift, like a wild bird'8 cry, 

Downwards from chili sununits (^the sky. 

Fountains of ikshing joy were their source a£ir; 

Now they lie still, to mirror every star. 

In drcles of opal, ruby, blue, outthrown, 

They drift down to a dull, dark monotone. 

Pluck the loose strings, singer, 

Thmm the strings ; 

For the wind brings distant, drowsy belU of s(Xig. 

Loose the plucked string, poet, 

Spurn the strings. 

For the echoes of memory float through the gulf £>r long. 

My songs seem now one humming note a£ir : 
Light as ether, quivcring 'twixt star and star. 
[38] 
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Butyet,so8till 

I know not whence they come, if mine tbey are. 

Yet that low note 

Increascs in fbrce as if it said, " I will " : 

Kindled by God's fierce breath, it would the whoIe World SH. 

Tili steadily outwards thrown, 

By tnimpets blazoned, Bxrm the sl^ downblown, 

It grows a vast march, massive, monotonous, known 

Of old gold tmmpeteers 

Through infinite years: 

Bursting the white, throngcd vaults of the oool slqr. 

Tili hurtling down there &lls one mad black hainmer^bIow : 

Then the chained echoes in their maniac woe 

Are loosed against the silence, to shriek uncannily. 

The strings shiver feintty, poet: 

Strike the strings, 

Speed the Song: 

Tremulous upward rush of wheelii)g, wlurling wings. 
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Part I, THE GALE 

AUtgrefiiritit. 

Pale green/irhite, in a gallop across the sky, 
The clouds retreating from a perilous adray 
Cany the moon with them, a heavy sack of gold; 
Sharp arrow6, stars between them shoot and play. 

The wind, as it strikes the sand, 
Clutches with rigid hands 
And tears from them 
Thin ribbons of pallid sleet, 
Long stinging hissing drift, 
Which it trails up inland. 

I lean against the bitter wind : 
My body plunges like a ship. 
Out there I see grey breakers rise, 
Their ravelled beards are white. 
And fbam is in their eyes. 
My heart is blown from me tcnight 
To be transfixed by ali the stars. 

Steadily the wiad 
Rages up the shore : 



SAND AND SPRAY 

lo the trees it roars and battles, 

With rattling driinis 

And heavy spears, 

Towards the house^fronts on it comes. 

The village, a loose mass outfiung, 

Breaks its path. 

Between the waU8 

It bounces, tosses in its wrath. 

It is t»'oken, it is lost. 

With green'grey eyes, 

With whirling arms, 

"Vfiih clashing feet, 

With beIlowing lungs, 

I^e green''white in a gallop across the sky, 

The wind comes. 

The grcat gale of the wiiiter flings himself ilat upon earth. 

He hurriedly scribbles on the sand 
His transient tragic destiny. 



[44] 
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Part II. VARIATIONS 

(i) SAILBOATS 



ScbtrxMtd». 



LiGHT as thui^wmged 8walIows pirouetting and gyrating, 

The sails dance in tiu estuary : 

Now heeling to tbe gust, now cantering, 

Bobbing as shuttks back and forth from each other. 

They scorn the black steamers that steadily near them 

On a course direct, with white spume of smoke from their 

bows, 
■With snapping crash of breakers they fling themseives for' 

ward: 
Black on the wing/tips, white on the underside. 
These are the birds of the land breeze, 
Nesting on green waves in the goU sunlight : 
These are the sailships 
Heeling and tossing about in the estuaiy. 
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(*) THE TIDE 

Cm xufa auUggioMU, 

The tide makes music 
At the kot of the beach ; 
The wave8 siag together, 
Rumble o£ breakers. 
Ship6 tbere are 8wa3ring 
Into the distaiux. 
Thnun of the cordage, 
Skp of the sails. 

The tide makes music 
At the &ot of the beach ; 
Low ootes of an organ 
'Gainst the dull clang of beOs. 
The tide '» ttnse purple 
Oa the untroddeu sand : 
Its throat is blue, 
Its hands are gold. 

The tide makes music : 
The tide ali day 
Catches light from the clouds 
That float over the sky. 
[46] 
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Ocean, old serpent, 
Coils up and uncoils ; 
With sinuous modon, 
With rustle of scales. 
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(3) THE SANDS 



Ltnl9i a^faititnatt. 



Shallow pools of water 
Arc drinking up the sky ; 
Chasms of cool blue-Tvhite 
In the brown of the sands. 
The clouds are in them, 
The houses on the shore, 
The winds rumple the cvcn 
Glimmer of the reflection. 



I dash across those BhaUow pools : 

Starring their gauzy sur&cc : 

A plopping nish of bubbles : 

I turn and wau:h my bootmacks 

Oozing upward$ skmlj in the dark wind'wrinkled sand. 
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(4) THE GULLS 

Molf AOtgn, 

White Stars scattering, 

Fale räin of spray^drops, 

Delicate flash of smoke wiDd-'driiced low and high, 

Silver upon dark purpIe, 

The gulls quiver 

In a ocnseless fligfat, &r out across the s^. 
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(5) 8TEAMERS 



LiKE black plunging dolphins with red bellieSi 

The steamers in herds 

Swim through the choppy hnakcrs 

On this day of winds and cbuds. 

Wallowing and plunging, 

They scck their path. 

The smoke of their snoiting 

Hangs in the sky. 

Like black plunging dolphins with red belUes, 

The steamers pass, 

Flapping their propellers 

Salt with the spray. 

Their iron sides glisten, 

Their staysthradi: 

Their fnnnck quiver 

With the heat from beneath. 

like black plunging dolphins with red bellies. 

The steamers together 

Dive and roll through the tumult 

Of green hissing water. 
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Thesc are the avid of spoil, 
Gleaners of the seas, 
Tbey bom on their adventure 
Up purple and chrome horizons. 



CsO 
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(6) NIGHT OF STARS 

AlUgre briUttnU. 

The sky immense, bejewclled with räin of stars, 

Hangsoverus: 

The Stars likc a sudden explosion powde!r the zcnith 

With green and grfd; 

North'east, south'we8t, the Milky Vf«f% pale streamers 

Flash pastinflame; 

The sky is a 8wirUng cataract 

Of fire, on high. 

Over us the sky up to the 2enith 

Palpitates with tense glitter : 

About OUT keel the fbam bubbles and curdles 

In phosphorescent joy. 

Flame boils up to meet downTushing äame 

In the blue stiUness. 

Aloft a single orange meteor 

Crashes down the sl^. 
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Part iii. VARIATIONS 
(i) THE GROUNDSWELL 



Mareiti Funthrt. 

WiTH heavy dcJefiil clamour, hour on hour, and day op 

day, 
The muddy groundsweU lifb and breaks and &lls and slides 

away. 

The cold and naked wind runs shivering over the sands, 
Salt are its eyes, open its mouth, its \xo9i wet, blue its hands. 

It finds naught but a starving guU whose wmgs trail at its 

side, 
And the dull battered wreckage, grey jetsam of the tidc. 

The hfeless chilly slaty sky with no blue hope is Iit, 

A rusty waddling steamer plants a smudge of smoke on it 

Stupidly stand the fäctory chimneys staring over adl. 
The grey grows ever denser, and soon the night will fell: 

The wind runs sobbing over the beach and touches with 

its hands 
Straw, chaif. old bottles, broken crates, the litter of the sands. 
[53] 
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Somerimes the bkattd carcase of a dog or fish is fmind, 
Somedines the nm^Iedfcatbers of a sea^gull sbot cH'diDwaed. 

Last year it was an uiikiiowa man who came up from tbe 

sea, 
Tbere is his giave bard by the danes under a stimtcd tree. 

With heavy dokfiil clamouf , honr on hour, and day on day, 
The muddy grouodswdl lifis and breaks and &lls and slides 
away. 
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(>) SNOW AT SEA 

Jbu 

SiLENTLY fcll 

Tbe saow on the waters 
In the grey dusk 
Of the Winter evening: 
Swirling and &lUog, 
Sucked into the oily 
Btucblack sui&ce 
Ofthesea. 

We pounded on 8lowIy ; 

From onr bow8 sheeted 

A shuddcring mass of heavy foam: 

Night closed about us, 

But ere we were darkened, 

We 8aw close in 

A great gaunt achooner 

Beating to southward. 



Silently fcll 

The snow on the water$, 
As we pounded north 
In the winttT evening. 
[55] 
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d) THE NIGHT WIND 



WnfD af tfac nig^ wind of the kng cool diadonrs, 
Wiiid from the gaidm gate ateahng op the avenue, 
Yfind caresBiiig n^ cod pole chcek complele^. 
An tny happiDcsB gocs out to yoa. 

Vfind Bappmg aimlessly at tay jcSknr wuidow cmtaiii, 
Wiiid suddenty insistiiig tm jaai wa]r down to the sea, 
Buoyant wind, sobbing wuid, wuid shuddering and plaintive, 
Wl^ come yoa from beyood through die iiight*» Uae mys' 

ttty? 

\Vind of my dream, wind of the ddicate beauty, 

Vfiad strumnung idfy at the haqvstrings of my heait : 

Wind of the autumn — O melancholy beauty, 

Touch meooce — oneinstant — yooand I shallnevcrpartl 

Wind of the night, wiiid that has fellen sUent. 
Wind from the dark beyond crying suddenly, eerily, 
What terrible Dews have you shrieked out there io the 

stiUness? 
The night is cool and quiet and the wmd has crept to sea. 
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(4) THE WR£CE 



Its huge rcd prow 

UpUited in a tragic attitudc, 

It Waits out therc ; the seas aroond 

Bubble and hiss with moaning sound : 

In sight of port at the gates of the sea, 

It Waits uprear^ expectantly. 

It has known the joy of batde, 

It has kiiown the shock of wFeck: 

The spray <x)ated its piankin^ 

The Sands $wallow its deck : 

Monument of the sea, 

That knows and that forgets eternally, 

It heaves its scarred brow towards the city: 
The city pays it Httle heed : 
Indiflerent, brutal, without pity, 
Stern cargo'8teamers trudge and speed ; 
The sun glares on it and the gulls wheel and ilash, 
The räin beats on its deck, the winds pass silendy; 
It is out there alone with the immense sea : 
Ak>ne with its fbrgotten tragedy, 
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(f) TIDE OF STORMS 



Crooked, crawHDg dde with long wet fingers 
Clutching at the gritty bcach in the roar and spuR of spray, 
Tide of gales, drunken tide, lava^burst of breakers, 
Black ships plunge upon jaa from sea to sea away. 

Shattering tide, tide of wind8, tide of the long still wiiiter, 
What matter though ships £iil, men sink, there vanish gk>ry } 
War'-clouds shall hurl their stinging sleet upon our last 

adventure, 
Night'wind8 sball brokenly wiii8per our bitter, tragic stoiy. 
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Part IV. THE CALM 

Largt. 

In the morning I saw three great ships, 

Almost motionless, 

Becalmed oa an infinite horizon. 

The clatter of waves up the beach. 
The grating rash of wet pebbles, 
The loud monotonous song of the sur£ 
Ali these have soothed me 
And have given 
My soul to rest. 

At noon I shall see wavcs flashing, 
White power of spray. 

The steamers, stately, 

Kick up white puS of spray behind them. 

The boiling wake 

MergeG in the blue^black mirrcn* of the sea, 

One eye of the sun sees ali: 
The World, the wave, my heart. 
I am content. 

[ 59 ] 
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In the aftemoon I shall dream a dream 
Of islands beyond the horizon. 

White douds drift over the sl^, 
Frigates on a long voyage. 

In the evening a mute blue stiUness 

Clutches at my heart. 

Stars sparlde upon the tips of my fingers. 

Mystical hush, 
Fire in the darkness ; 
The brcaking of dreams. 

But in the morning I shall aec three great ships. 

Almost motionless, 

Becahned on an infinite haizon. 



SECTION I 
THE GHOSTS OF AN OLD HOUSE 



PROLOGUE 

The house that I writc of, &ce$ the north : 

No sun ever seeks 

Its six white colunuis, 

The nine great windD\v8 of its hcc. 

It fronts fixirsqiiare the winds. « 

Under the penthouse of the veranda t<x^ 
The upper northern rooms 
GlocHti outwards mourniuUy. 

Staring lonic capitals 
Peer in them : 
OwMike £ices. 

On Winter nights 

The wind, sidliog round the corner, 

Shoots upwards 

With laughter. 

The Windows rattk as if some one were in them 

wishiag to get out 
And ride upon the wind. 

[3] 
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Doon lead to DOwherc : 

Squirrels biirrow betweeD the wall8. 

Closcts in evcry raom hang opcn, 

Window8 are stared into by undvil andcnt trces. 

In the middle of the upper hallway 
There is a great drcular bole 
Going up to the attic. 
A wooden lid covers it. 

AU over the house there is a sense of futility ; 

Of minutes dragging slowly 

And repeating 

Some worn''Out story of broken efGxt and desire. 



PART I. THE HOUSE 



The clump of jessamine 
Softly beneath the räin 
Rocks its golden flowers. 

In this room my &ther died : 

His bed is in the corner. 

No one has slept in it 

Since the tnorning when he wakened 

To meet death's hands at his heart. 

I cannot go to this room, 

Without feeling something big and angiy 

Waiting for me 

To throw me on the bed. 

And press its thun^ in my throat. 

The dump of jessamine 
Withcait, beneath the räin, 
Rocks its golden flQwers. 



[s] 



THE HOUSE 



Stuify smell of mouldering leatber, 
TancFcd arm^chairs, creaking doors, 
Books that elovenly elbow each other, 
Sown with children'8 scrawl8 and kmg 
Worn out by contaa with gcDcrarions: 
Tattered tramps displaymg yourselves — 
■* We, though you broke our backs, did not complaia." 
Ifl hadmy way, 

I would take you out and bury you quickly, 
Or give you to the clean fire. 

INDIAN SKULL 

Some one dug this up and (»"pught it 
To our house. 

In the dark upper haU, I see it dimly, 
Looking at me through the glass. 

Where dancers have danced, and weaiy people 
Have crept to thcir bedrooms in the morning, 
Where sick people have tossed ali night> 
Where children have becn born, 
WheTe feet have gone up and down, 
Where anger has blazed fbrth, and strange looks 
havepassed, 
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It has rested, watching meanwhUe 
The opening and shutdng of doors, 
The coming and going of people, 
The carrying out of coffins. 

Earth still cKngs to its eye^sockcts, 

It will wait, tili its vengeance is accomplished. 



OLD NURSERY 

In the tired &ce of the miiror 

There is a blue curtain reflected. 

If I could lift the reflection, 

Peer a little beyond, I wouId see 

A boy aying 

fiecause his sisKr is ill in another room 

And he has no one to play with : 

A boy hstlessly scattering building blocks. 

And crying, 

Because no one will build för him the palace of 

Fairy Morgana. 
I cannot lift the curtain; 
It is stiff and frozen. 
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THE BACK STAIRfi 

In the afceraoon 

Whcn no one is in the house, 

I suddenly hear dull dragging feet 

Go fumbling down those dark back stairs, 

That climb up twisting, 

As if they wanted no one to sec them. 

.Beating a dirge upon the bare planks 

I hear those &et and the creak of a long/locked door. 

My mother often went 

Up and down those sel&ame statrs, 

From the room where by the window 

She would sit ali day and lisdessly 

Look on the workl that had destroyed her, 

She would go down in the evening 

To the room where she would slcep, 

Or rather, not sleep, but ali night 

Lie staring fiercely at the ceiling. 

In the aiternoon 
When no one is in the house : 
I suddenly hear dull dragging ket 
Beating out their fiitile tune, 
Up and down those dark back stairs» 
But there is no one in the shadows. 
[8] 
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THE WALL CABINET 

Above the steep back stairs 

So high that only a ladder can come to it, 

There is a waU cabinet hidden away. 

No one ever unlocks it ; 

The key is lost, the door is barred, 

It is shut and still. 

Some say, a previcms tenant 

Filled its shelves with row8 of bottles, 

Bottles of spirit, iiUed with spidcrs. 

I do not know. 

Abovc the sleepy still back stairs, 

It W3tches. shut and still. 

THE CELLAR 

Faintly Iit by a high^barred gradng. 
The loW'hung cellar, 
Flattens itself under the house. 

In one coraer 
There is a Uttle doOT, 
So low, it can scarcely bc sccn. 
[9] 



THE HOUSE 

Beyond, 

There is a narrow room, 

One must feel &>r the wa]ls io the dark. 

One shrinks to go 

To theendof it, 

Feeling the smooth cold Wall. 

Why did the builders who made this house, 
Stow one room away likc this i 

THE FRONT DOOR 

It was always the placc whcre our fere Wells were takeo, 
When we travelled to the north. 

I remember there was one who made some joumey, 

But did not come back. 

Many years they waited for him, 

At last the one who wished the most to see him, 

Was carried out of this sel^me door in death. 

Since then ali our fomily panings 
Have been at another door. 



PART II. THE ATTIC 

IN THE ATTIC 

DusT hangs cloggcd so thick 

The air has a dusty taste ; 

Spider threads cling to my £ice, 

From the broad pincbeams. 

There is nothing Uving here. 

The house below might be quite empty. 

No sound comes from it. 

The old broken tnmks and boxes, 

Cracked and dusty pictures, 

Legless chairs and shattered tables» 

Scem to be crying 

Softly in the stillness 

Because no one has brushed them. 

No one has any use for them, now, 

Yet I oftcn wonder 

If these things are really dead : 

If the old trunks never open 

Letting out grey flapping things at twiKght f 

If it is ali as sa& and duU 

As it seems P 

[ " ] 



THE GHOSTS OF AN OLD HOUSE 

Wh7 then is the stair so steep, 
Why is the doorway alway8 locked, 
Why does nobody ever comc? 

THE CALENDAR IN THE ATTIC 

I wonder how long it has been 
Since this oid calendar hung here, 
With my birthday date upon it, 
Nothing else — not a word of writing — 
Not a mark of any hand. 

Perhaps it was my &ther 
Who left it thus 
For mc to scc. 

Perhaps my mother ^ 

Smiled as she saw it ; 

But in later years did aot smile. 

If I could tear it down, 

From the wall 

Somehow 

I would be content. 

But I am afraid, as a little child, to touch it. 
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THE ATTIC 

THE HOOPSKIRT 

In the night when ali are sleeping, 

Up here a tiny old dame comes tripping, 

Looking for her lost boopsldit. 

My great/grandaunt — I never saw her — 
Her ghoet does n't know me from another, 
She stalks up the attic stairs angrily. 

The dust sets her sneezing and coughing, 
By the trunk she is Umping and hopping, 
But alas — the trunk is locked. 

What 's an old dame to do, anyway ! 
Must stay in a mouldy grave day oo day, 
Or go to heaven out of style. 

In the night when ali are snoring, 
The old lady makes a dreadiid clatter» 
Going down the attic stairs. 

What was that i A ghost or a burglar? 
Oh, it was only the wind in the chimney, 
Yes, and the attic door that slammed.i' 

[ '3] 
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THE LITTLE CHAIR 

I know not vrhy, when I saw the little chair, 
I suddenly desired to sit ia it. 

I know not why, when I sat in the little chair, 
Evetything changed, and life came back to me. 

I am convinced no one at ali has grown up in the House, 
The break that I dreamed, itself was a dream and is broken. 

I will sit in the little chair and wait, 
Tili the othcrs come looking after me. 

And if it is after night&Il they will com^ 
So much the better. 

For the Httle chair holds me as tightly as death; 

And rocking in it, I can hear it whisper strange things. 



IN THE DARK CORNER 

I brush the dust from this old portrait : 

Yes, it is the same fece, exactly, 

Why does it look at me still with such a look of hate ? 

[■4] . 
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I bnish the dust from a heap of magazines: 
Here there is ali what you have vvritten, 
AHjhat you struggled long years and went down 
to darkness for. 

O God, to think what I am writing 
Will be ever as this ! 

O God, to think that my own fece 
May some day glare from this dust! 



THE TOY CABINET 

^ the old toy cabinet, 

I stand and turn ovcr dusty things : 

Chessmen — card games — hoops and balls - 

Toy rifles, helmets, swords. 

In the &r corner 

A dolfs tea'set in a box. 

Where are you, golden child, 
Who gave tea to your doUs and me? 
The golden child is growing old, 
Further than Rome or Babylon 
From you have passed those fbolish years. 
She lives — sbe suffers — she forgets. 
[ -5] 



TRE. GHOST3 OP JLSf OLD BQCffi. 

Bv inc OH EDV Ca^MlEt^ 

Finger itie lock: df die te»«r box. 
Whac tnanr ^ vtv jfaonid rkuk ioäiev 
Pcffaap» if il aiiiHV ^et afl ! 
Lesve oU (iiiiigi m die ^iiMi af <M: 

AC^sBtOML ^^^rH'i toista ff m^ig^f^ 

I am maifafeacd wgfa.a<fc3itcoa wg^- 



oitlak, 
TjoiKick ifaac covcTcd cne^ 
I iMMioBr ao^m bopoKingnEs 
Oat tD die «il faill^einacry, 
AOB 1^1 and donra cd umljmulvx 



PART m. THE LAWN 

THE THREE OAKS 

There are three andent oaks, 
That grow near to each other. 

They lift their branches 

High as beckoning 

With outstretched arms. 

For some one to cotne and stand 

Under the canopy of their leaves. 



Once long ago I Femember 
As I lay in the very centre, 
Between them : 
A rotten branch suddenly feU 
Near to mc. 



I will not go bjtck to thosc oaks : 

Their branches are too black fer my liking. 
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Therc is something hidden in this bani. 
With barred doors. 



Something the owls havc torn, 

And the rats scurry with over the floors. 

THE WELL 

The well is not used now, 
Its water6 are tainted. 

I remember there was once a man went down 

To clean it. 

He found it very cold and deep, 

With a queer niche in one of its sides, 

From which he hauled ferth buckets of bricks and diit. 



THE TREES 

When the moonlight strikes the tree^tops, 
The trces are not the same. 

I knovr they are not the same, 
Because there is one tree that is mfssing, 
And it stood so long by another, 
That the other, feeUng lonely, 
Now is slowly dying too. 



THE LAWN 

Wheo the moonlight strikes the trec/tops 
That dead tree comes back ; 
Like a givat blue sphere of smoke 
Half buoyed, half ravelling on the grass, 
Rustling through irayed branches, 
Something eerily cheeping through it, 
Something creeping through its shade. 



You who flutter and quiver 

An instant 

Just beyond my apprehension ; 

Lady, 

I wiU find the white orchid ftir you, 

If you will but give me 

One smile between those wayv^rd drifts of hau*. 

I wi]I break the wild berries that loop themselves over 

the marsh'pool. 
For your sake, 

And the long green canes that swish against each other. 
I will break, to set in your hands. 
For there is no wonder lilce to jrou. 
You who fluttcT and quiver 
An instant 
Just beyond my apprehension. 



EPILOGUE 

Why ie wa8 1 do not know, 
Bat bst night I vividly dreamed 
Though a tfaousand miles zvsy, 
That I had come back b> yon. 

The windo W8 werc the same : 

The bed. the fiimiture the same, 

Only there was a door where empty wall had 

alwa^been. 
And somcooe was tiying to enter it. 

I hcard the grate of a key. 

An unknown voice apologcticalty 

Excused its intrusion just as I awoke. 

But I wonder after ali 

If there wa8 some sccret entranccxvay, 

Some ghost I overlooked, wheD I was there. 



SECTION II 
SYMPHONIES 



BLUE SYMPHONY 



The darkness rolls upward. 
The thick darkness carries with it 
Räin and a ravel of cloud. 
The sun comes foith upon earth. 

Falely the dawa 

Leaves me fädng timidly 

Old gardens sunken : 

And in the gardens is water. 

Sombre wreck — autumnal leaves ; 

Shadowy roo6 

In the blue mist. 

And a willow'branch tfaat is broken. 

Oh, old pagodas of my soul, bow you glittcred 
across green trees ! 

Blue and cool: 
Blue, tremulousb^, 
^ow £uot puf!s of smoke 
[25] 



SYMPHONIES 

Across sombrc pools. 

The damp green smell of rottcd wood'; 

And a heron that criee &om out the water. 



Through the upland meadon^ 
I go alone. 

For I dreamed of someone last night 
Who is waiting for me. 

Flower and blossom, teli me, do you know of her ? 

Have the rocks hidden her voice i 
They are very blue and still. 

Long upward road that is leading me, 
Light hearted I quit you. 
For the long loose ripples of the meadow/grass 
Invite me to dance upon them. 

Qjiivering grass 
Daintily poiscd 
For her foot's tripping. 

Oh. blown clouds, could I only race up like you, 
Oh, the last slopes that are sun^drenched and steep 1 
[.6] 



BLUE SYMPHONY 

Look, the sky I 

Across black valleys 
Rise blue/white aloft 
Ja^ed unwrinkled moimtains, ranges of death. 

Solitude. Silence. 



One chuckles by the brook for me : 
One rages under the stone. 
One makes a spout of his mouth 
One whispers — one isgone. 

One over there on the water 
Spreads cold ripples 
For me 
Enticingly, 

The vast dark trees 

Flow like blue veils 

Oftcars 

Into the water. 

Sour sprites. 

Moaning and chuckling, 
What have you hidden from me ? 
[ '7] 



STMPHONIES 

*< Id tfae polace of tfae blae aooe dic lies fixenr 
Boaod hand aod fixx." 

Was k the wiiid 

That nttled the recdfi togechcr? 

Dfyieeds, 

A &int shiver in the grasscs. 



On the kfi hand therc is a templc : 
And a palacc on the right^hand side. 
Foot passcngers in scarlet 
Fass over the glittertng tide. 

Undo* the bridge 
The old river äows 
Low and monotonous 
Day after day. 

I have heard and have seen 
Ali the news that has been : 
Autunin's gold and S|Hing*s green I 

Now in my palace 
I see £oot passengers 
[28] 



BLUE SYMPHONY 

Crossing the rivcr : 
Pilgritns of autunin 
In the afterooons. 

Lotus pools: 
Petals in the water. 
These are my dreams. 

For me silks are outspread. 
I take my ease, unthinking. 



And now the lowe8t pincbranch 
Is drawn across the disk of the sun. 
Old fiiends who will fbrget me sorai, 
I must go on, 

Toward8 thoee blue death'inountaim 
I have fergot so long. 

In the marsh grasses 

There lies forever 

My last treasure, 

With the hopes of my heare. 

The ice is glazing over. 
Tora lanterns flutter. 
On the leaves is 8now, 



STMPHO.VIES 

Ia ine botLj cwtBiog 
ToOdieGUbdlfcriiK 
Odcc, in the deqij tenqife. 

Perfa^ asy mil will bear. 

Befcre theitan pccp 

I shaD creni out into darknoB. 



SOUTUDE IN THE CITY 

(Sy/afhotij ia Black end Gold) 

I 
WORDS AT MIDNIGHT 

Because the night is so still, 

Because there is no one about, 

Not the tiny squeak of a mouse over the carpet, 

Nor the slow beat of a clock at the top of the stainvay, 

2 am afraid of the night that is coming to me. 

I know out there 

Some one is thinking of me, some one is wonderiDg about 

me, 
Some one is needing me, some one is dying fbr my sake, 
Yet I remain afone- 

I know that life is calling : I cannot resist it : 
Too much of myself I have given ever to turn away, 
I know that shame, sickness, death itself shall be&U me» 
And I am afraid. 

O night, hide me ia your k>ng cold anns : 
Let me sleep. but let me not live this liib I 
[3-] 



SYMPHONIES 

Tbere are too manf people with haggard eyes standing 

hehnme 
Saying, " To live you must su^r cven as we." 

Yet Ii& bitterly bids me ; " Go on to the last. 

No matter the mud and the cold räin and the darkness : 

No matter the drear pilgrims in whose cyc$ jou shall look 

ibrlong, 
And 8ce ali suifering, madncss, death and despair." 

Because my beart is cramped in, 

Because I have suf^red much, 

Because my hc^ is like a candle^äame quenched at 

midnight, 
Because I dare dream yet t£ joy, 
I can take my nigbt and the life that is coming id me. 



THE EVENING RÄIN 

O the niin of the evening is an infinite thing, 
As it slowly slipfi on the motionless pavement ; 
Greasy and grey is the räin of the evening, 
As it dribbles into the dirty gutters 
And slides down the drains with a roar 1 
[3^] 



SOLITUDE IN THE CITY 



1 men cowcr 
Under the doonvays : 
Umbrellas nod like drow{y birds. 
Bafumbrellas, 
Teetering, balancing, 
Where will you sprcad your wing8 t(ynight ? 

Tangled between the fectorychimncys, 
I have seen the golden lamps wake this evening: 
Spinning and whirling, darting and dandng, 
Tangled with the glittering räin. 

Omnibuses lurch 

Heavily homeward 

Elephants tmselled in tawdry gold : 

Taxicabs fight 

Like Wild birds squalling. 

Wild birds with roaring, clattering wings. 

O the räin of the evening is an iniinite thing, 
As it shivers to jewel'heaps spilt on the pvemcnt. 
The fe^ades frown gloomily at its beauty. 
The fe^ades are dreaniing of the day. 

With rippling, curling, 
Serpcatine convolutions 

[33] 



STMPHONIES 

The pvrasena drip vriA dnmkien h^btt. 

CrimKm and gold, 

äioc with opol, 

Th^ glaic against the suHen aiglH. 

O the räin of die evemng is an infinite dung 
As it slowty dries cm die diny pavement. 
Red low/bn)wed douds jot qtct die sky: 
And in die axd sky diCFe aie Stan. 

m 

STREET OF SORROWB 

You Street of 8orrows bending 
Over yoai golden lamps in the evcning ; 
Dark Street that is very silent. 
And eveiywbere the same : 
El8cwhere tbere is song and riot^ 
like golden fireflies flickering, 
EIsewhere the crane's gaunt musdes 
Tug the äty up m the stars. 

But who in the dawn ^uld come near you? 
There are dry leaves ntttling behind him. 
And who shouM come in the noonday i 
There are shadows that squat oo the pave. 
[34] 



SOLITUDE IN THE CITY 

And who should come in the evening ? 
There is one : a ship in dark waters. 
And who should come at night&Il, 
To feel cold hands at his heartf 

You Street of solitude waiting 
1'atient and stiU in the evening : 
Old Street tlmt is very weary. 
And everywhere the same ; 
You that have seen joy passing. 
Into pain, into tears, into darkness, 
Street of the dead and musty, 
I have drunk your cold poison tcnight. 

IV 

SONG IN THE DARKNES5 

It is the last night that I can be solitary: 
Henceforth the kejs and wards of me are held in 
other hands. 

Dark clouds trail over the sky: 
Troops of Song retreating : 
But in the sunset 
Once more have I seen aloft 
Incredible summits of gold, ^ on the south horizon. 
[35] 



SYMPHONIES 

Ooe pQTple vdl a£nän 
Floan downward over tbe diy ; 
And as it scttles sknvly 
The light goes out of it. 

Chimneys with masäve summits 
Stand gaunt and black and evil: 
Like a river of kad, to 8eaward 
The river steadily rolU. 

It is the last night that I can he aolitaiy: 
Life takes me in bkck coUs. 

One green light glitters: 
Then a Bwift taxi 
Scatters another 
Ä8 it speeds on. 

The chimneys rank 
Their motionless forces 
Against the fiwift movement 
Of tugs in the stream; 
Against the flame^chariots 
Of the Embankment ; 
Against the bowing trees, 
[36] 



SOLITUDE IN THE CITY 

Against the blowing smoke, . 
Against the busy räin. 

■VVith dying might 

The light invades 

The city's hali : 

Curtained by dripping fringes 

Of buoyant tattra-ed cloud, 

Tossed by the wind. 

It is the last night that I can be solitary; 

And ali my city of dreams is burning ap tcvnjght. 

But 3^ there waits fer me something lost back in the 

darkness: 
Something I have never seized: a shape, a voice, a gesture, 
Something behind my shoulder : grey robes that stir and 

rustle. 
Something that moves away fiY>m me when I would touch 

it with my hand. 

Cities of the beyond, what great black/wa]Ied horizons 
Dare you climb up, and down what steep incredible valleys f 
I suddenly pterceive that I have been mocked in you, 
And therefore will I sow the earth with räin of stara 
ttvnight. 

[37] 



SYMPHOXIES 

k ■ die larnigk dnt I cm be »Eaiy ; 

I ffc RttD uinBCB to dnnikciiiiQB^ ifac wiuu bInK 
ntoofft m^brnD. 

Stiplikt^didanggMtntmm 
Procenoa bjr aod ioacrcmi : 
Widi tulipa daffiidik, craaiscs 
Tbe «rbcrfe «Dcct bkMBODH at 117 fcec : 
Noir kiiidlc, Barnes, and Ict Uow out 
The crimaon rate agaiost tbc grcy, 
Let nig^ iudf be Uoned out 
In life** moooioaoas drooe of ttqr. 

It is the ha ni^ tbat I can be Kditaiy: 

It is the fatt nme that oo &ct 

But mine can bcat upon the ficxir; 

It is tbe last time that no hands 

But mine can pound upon my beart ; 

It is the last time that no voice 

But mine can cry and yet be lost; 

It is the last dme I shall see 

The pavements like a mirror stare at me. 



GREEN SYMPHONY 



The glittering leaves of the rhododendrons 
Balance and vibrate in the cool air ; 
While ia the sky above them 
White clouds chase each other. 

Like scampering raU>its, 

Flashes of sunlight sweep the Iawn; 

They öing in passing 

Patterns of shadow, 

Goklen and green. 

Witb long cascades of laughter, 

The madng birds dart and swoop to the turf: 

'Mid their mad trillings 

Glints the gay sun behind the trees. 

Down thcre are deep blue lakes : 
Orange bk>ssom droops ia the water. 

In the tower of the wind8, 
AU the bells are set adrift : 
[39] 



SYMPHONIES 

JingUng 
For the dawn. 

Thin fluttering streamere 

Of breeze lash through the swaying boughs, 

I^ly expectant 

The earth receives the slanting raia. 

I am a glittering raindrop 

Hu^ed close by the cool rhododendron. 

I am a daisy starring 

The exquiäte curves of the close/cropped turf. 

The glittering kaves of the rhododendron 
Are shaken like blue-green blades of grass, 
plickering, cracking, feUing : 
Splintering in a miUion fragments. 

The wind runs laughing up the slope 

Stripping oiFhandfids of wet green leaves^ 

To fling in peoples' &ces. 

Wallowing on the daisy/povdered tur^ 

Clutching at the sunlight, 

Cavorting in the shadow. 



[40] 



GREEN SYMPHONY 

Like baroque pearls, 

Like cloudy emeralds, 

The clouds and the trees clash togethef ; 

Whirling and swirhng, 

In the tumuit 

Of the spring, 

And the wind. 



The trees splash the sky with their fingers, 
A rcstless green rout of stars. 

With whirling movanent 

They swing their boughs 

About their stema: 

Planes on planes of light and shadow 

Pass among them, 

Opening &nlike to £ill. 

The trees are like a sea ; 



Trembling, 
Roaring, 
WaUowing, 

Darting their long green flickering fronds up at the sky, 
Spötted with white blossom/S[xay. 
[41 ] 



SYMPHONIES 

The trees are roo& : 

IfoIlow cavons of cool bhie shadow, 

Solcnm arches 

In the afteraoons. 

The whole vast horizoo 

In lerracc beyond terrace* 

Pinnacle above pinnade, 

Lifis to the sky 

Serrated ranks of green on green. 

They caress the roo& with their fingers, 

They sprawl about the liver to Jook into h ; 

Up the hill they oome 

Gesticulating challenge : 

They cower together 

In dark valleys ; 

They yearn out over the fiekls. 

Enamelled domes 
Tumble upon the graäs, 
Crashing in niin 
Quiet at last. 

The trees lash the sky with their kaves, 
Uneasily shaking their dark green manes. 

[42] 



GREEN SYMPHONY 



Far let the voi(X8 of the mad wild birds be calling me, 
I wiU abidc in this forcst of pines. 

■VVhen the wind blows 
BattUng through the forest, 
I hear it distandy, 
The crash of a perpetual sea, 

When the räin falls, 

I watch silver spears slanting downwanls 
From pale river/pools of sky, 
Enclosed in dark fronds. 

When the sun shines, 

I weave together distant branches tili they enclose 

mighty circles, 
I 8way to the movement of hooded summits, 
I swim leisurely in deep blue seas of air. 

I hug the smooth bark of stately red pillars 
And with concs carefiilly scattered 
I mark the progression of dark dial/shadow8 
Flung diagonally downwards through the afternoon. 
[43] 



SYMPHONIES 

Thk tntf is oot Hkc tarf: 

It is a sDioodi dry carpet aE'vc]yta, 

Embrcidcrcd with batiwn ptttccms c£iiccdlcs anri concs. 

lliese trees arc not like trecs: 

They arc innuiDcrable fcathciy pagoda^nmbrcll^ 

Sti^ angradoas to the wind, 

Teetering on rcd^lacquercd stems. 

In the evening I listen to the winds' lisping, 

Whi1ff the confiagrations of the sunsa fl if^lrcr ypd dash 

bchind me, 
Jlflmhnynnf creoellations af gkxy amid the charred ebony 

boks. 

In the nig^the fierr ni^litingala 
SbaJl dash and trifl through the silence: 
Like the voioes of mermaids aying 
From^sea. 

Longago hasthe inoonwheliiiedtfai6nncomplctedteniple. 
StatG 8witn Hke gdd 6sh hi above the black arches. 

Far let the dmid feet af dawn fly to catdi me : 
I willabideiii thisfbrcst of pmes: 
For I bave unvciled naked beamy, 
[44] 



GREEN SYMPHONY 

And the thmgs that she whi8pered to me in the darkness, 
Are buried deep in my heart. 

Now let the black tops of the pinemves break like a spent 

wave, 
Against the grey sky : 
These are tombs and memorials and tempks and altars 

sun^kindled for me. 



GOLDEN SYMPHONY 



Sebn from a&r, the dty 
Totky is like a golden cloud : 
Stnyed from the sky and moulded 
Into dim motioDlesB towers. 

Music is passing ^ off: 

Music serenefy 

Is climtHng up and nmishing 

On the long grey stainvays of the Aj^ 

In &nlike rays of light. 

Now it falls dowly, 
Careering, toppling, 
Shivering and quivering like burnished glass or 

bbumum^lossom, 
Golden cascades. 

Peace : now let the music 
Sound from fiuther away, 
Red bells out of inemory*s 
Sue dream ctfregret. 

C46] 



GOLDEN SYMPHONY 

Seen fixnn afer, the city 
To'day is Uke a fleet of sails : 
Breaking the foam of dark forests, 
In which I have strayed so long. 

They march together slowly, 
The golden temple terraces, 
Against the dark remembrancc 
Of my pools of despair. 

goMen angelus that sounded prolonging iincertain 

memories, 

1 have seen the swalIows hovering to you and followed 

their dark trails of passage. 

The gates of the city lie open, 
And the whole World goes homeward, 
Full^pulsing bells in the fbreground, 
Catching my soul with them 
On where the sun soars broadly through the incsnse/ 
dome of the sky. 



High chimes from the belfiy ; 
The noonday approaches 

[47] 



SYMPHONIES 

With its golden apparcl 
RustUng about its feet. 

High dreams of my city, 
Where we, a band of brothers, 
Build OUT proud dream of beauty 
Befbre we £dl into diist. 

The golden days have come for us : 
With mandolins, sword^thnist8, laughter. 
Even the very dust of the Street 
Grows gold beneath our feet. 

Bronze bell/notes poured from deep Uue Wells: 

Molten gold out of the sky. 

Pillars of yel]ow marble 

On the summits of which the gods slecp. 

Now we are swimming ; 
About us a great golden halo 
Vibrates from us downwards, 
Ebbing its life away. 

Golden clouds are drcling 
Like angels and archangels 
About the eye of the sun. 
[48] 



GOLDEN SYMPHONY 

Fkming sunset : 

Mad conflagrations 

Licking at the earth, 

The blucblack wall8 of space, 

Iron mountains vast on the horizon. 



O golden spear that dartled through the darkness I 
The evening star sparkled and threw us its messa| e. 



In the bosom of the desert 
I will lie at the last. 

Not the grey desert of sand 

But the golden desert of great wad grasses, 

This shall receive my soul. 

In the high plateaus, 

The wind will be like a flutcnote calling me 

Day after day. 

Short bursts of surf, 

The wind climbs up and stops in the grass ; 
And the golden petals 
Brush drovpsily ovcr my fece. 
[49] 



SYMPHONIES 

White butterfly that fluners across my sea of golden blossom ; 
Teli me, what are you looking for, lone white butterfiy F 

I am secking for a strangc lonely white flower ; 
Its petals are honeyless ; and in the wind it is still. 

White butterfly, come, fold jrour wings over my heart : 
I am the white blossom, the white dead blossom fcx* you. 

In the golden bosom of the prairie, 
I am lying at the lasc 
Like a pool that is stilled. 

But they who shared with me my Iife'8 adventure, 
'Who rossed their ducats like dandelions into the sunlight, 
I know that Bomewhere they with songs are building, 
Goklen towers more beautiful than my owa. 



I only know in the midnight, 
Something wiU be born of me. 

The village drowse8 in tbe darkness, 

But aloft in the temple 

There is a thud of gongs and a shufHe of hollow voices 

In the dark corridors. 

[SO] 



GOLDEN SYMPHONY 

The goldcn temple 

That kindled like a rose against the sunsct, 

Now is dark and silent, 

One light glimmers from its iä^ade. 

In the inner shrine 
One stifFgolden cuitain 
Hangs from floor to roof. 

Black, impassive, helmeted 
In feh Uke stiiF black warriors, 
The lamas 8lowIy gather, 
Kneeling in a row. 

The hollow brazen tnimpets 

Blare and snore. 

The drums, festooned with skulls, 

Roar. 

Suddenly with a clash of gongs, 

And a squeal from ear''splitting bugles, 

The golden veil is rent. . 

Cavernous blue darkness I 
And within it 
Smiling, 

[5-] 



SYMPHONIES 

Naked, 

Roscempurpled, 

Rippling with crimsoivviolet Hght, behold the god. 

Hail, great jewel in the btus blossom ! 
Rosy flame that kindUng 
Flashes on the emptiness 
Or Nirvana's sea 1 

BefoFC the shrine, as before, 
Once moK the goMen curtain, 
And the black shapes vanish. 

Aloft in the hoUow temple 

There is a shuffle c^feet and a sound of hoUow vdce^ 

Soonlost. 

The village drowsc8 in the darkness : 
Like a vast black cube 
The temple boms above it, 
There is no light on its &^e. 

Suddenly, ali the golden temple 
Kindles like a rose agaimt the dawn. 

I only know in the midnight 
Something has bran bom of me. 



WHITE SYMPHONY 



FoRLORN and white, 

'Whork of purity about a golden chalice, 

Immense the peonies 

Flare and shatter their petals over my fece. 

They sIowly tum paler, 

They seem ta be melting Hke blue/grey flakes of ice, 

Thin greyish shivers 

Fluctuating mid the dark green lance/thrust of the leaves. 

Like snowbaIls tossed, 

Like soft white butterflies, 

The peonies poise in the twilight. 

And their narcotic insinuating perfume 

Draw8 me into them 

Shivering with the coohicss, 

Aching with the void. 

They kiss the blue chalice of my dreams 

Like a gesture seen for an instant and then lost fbrever. 



[53] 



SYMPHONIES 

Outwards the petals 
Thnist to cmbracc mc, 
Paic daggers of cx>ldncs8 
Rod through my acbing breast. 

Outwards, still outvrards, 
Tili on the briok of twilight 
They swirl downwards silentty, 
Flurry of snow in the void. 

Outwards, still outwards. 
Tili the bhie wa]ls are hiddcn, 
And in the blinding white radiance 
Of a whirlpool of clcÄids, I awake. 



like spraying rockets 
My peomes showcr 
Their glories on the night. 

Wavering perfiimes, 
Drift about the garden ; 
Shadow$ of the moonlight, 
Drift and ripple over the dew'gemmed leaves. 
[54] 



WHITE SYMPHONY 

Soar, crash, and sparlde, 

Shoal of Stars driiting 

Like Silver fishes, 

Through the black sluggish boughs. 

Towards the impossible, 
Towards the inaccessible, 
Towards the ultimate, 
Toward8 the silence, 
Towards the eternal, 
These blossoms go. 

The peonies spriog Hke rockets in the twilight. 
And out of them ali I rise. 



Downwards through the blue abyss it sUdes, 

The white snow'water of my dreams, 

Downwards crashing from slippery rock 

Into the boiling chasm : 

In which no eye dare look, &r it is the chasm of death. 

Upwards :&om the blue abyss it rises, 
The chili water'mist of my dreams ; 
Upwards to greyish weeping pines, 
And to skies of autumn ever about my heart, 

[55 j 



SYMPHONIES 

It is blue at the beginmng. 

And blue'white against the greygrcenness; 

It wavers in the upper air, 

Catching unconscious sparkles, a rainbow/gIint of sunlight. 

And &diiig in the sad depths of the sky. 

Outwards rush the strong pale clouds, 
Outwards and ever outwards ; 

The blucgrey clouds indistinguishable one from anotber : 
Nervous, sinewy, tossing their arms and brandishing, 
Tili on the blue serrations of the horizon 
They drench with their black räin a great peak of changc 
less8now. 



As evening came on, I climbed the tower. 

To gaze upon the city fer bcneath: 

I was not weary of day ; but in the evening 

A white mist assembled and gathered over the eaith 

And blotted it irom sight. 

But to escape : 

To chase with the golden clouds galloping over the horizon : 

Arrows of the northwest wind 

Singing anud them, 

Ruffling up my hair I 

[56] 



WH1TE SYMPHONY 

As evening came on the distance altcred, 

Pale wavering reflections rose from out the city, 

Like sighs or the beckoning of halfanvjsible hands. 

Monotonously and sluggishly they crept upwards 

A river that had spent itself in some chasm. 

And dwindled and foamcd at last at my weary feet. 

Autumn! Golden fountains, 

And the winds neighing 

Amid the monotonous hills : 

Desolation of the old gods. 

Räin that lifts and räin that moves away ; 

In the green^black torrent 

Scarlet leaves. 

It was now perfectly evening : 

And the tower loomed like a gaunt peak in tnid/air 

Above the city : its base was uttcrly lost. 

It was slowly coming on to rain, 

And the immense colnmns of white mist 

AVavered and broke before the feint'hurled spears. 

1 will descend the mountains like a shepherd, 
And in the folds of tumultuous misty cities, 
I will put ali my thoughts, ali my old thoughts, saiely 
to sleep. 

[57] 



SYMPHONIES 

For it is already autumn, 

O whitencss of the pale southwestern sky ! 

O wavenng dream that was aot mine to keep I 



In midnight, in mournfUl moonlight, 
By paths I could not trace, 
I walked in the white garden, 
Each flower had a whitc fece. 

Thcir perfume intoxicated me : thus I began my dream. 

I was alone ; I had no one to guide me, 
But the moon was like the sun : 
It stooped and kissed each waxen petal, 
One afier one. 

Green and white was that garden: diamond räin hung 

in the branches, 
You will not believe it ! 

In the morning, at the dayspring, 

I wakened, shivering ; lo. 

The vvhite garden that blossomed at my feet 

Was a garden hidden in snow. 

It was my sorrow to see that ali this was a dream. 
[58] 



WHITE SYMPHONY 



Blue, clogged with purple, 
Mists uncoil themselves : 
Sparkling to the horizon, 
I see the snow alone. 

In the deep blue chasm, 
Boats sleep under gold thatch ; 
Iciclclike trees fret 
Faintly rosctouched sky, 

Under their heaped snow'eave8, 
LeadeD houses shiver. 
Through thin blue crevasses, 
Trickles an icy stream. 

The pines groan white']aden. 
The waves shiver, struck by the wind ; 
Beyond from treeless horizons, 
Broken sno^vpeaks crawl to the sea. 



Wearily the snow glares, 
Through the grey silenoe, day after day, 
Mocking the colourless cloudless sl^ 
With the reflection of death. 
[59] 



SYMPHONIES 

There is no smoke through the pine top^ 
No strong rcd boatmen in pale grecn reeds. 
No herons to flicker ao instant. 
No lanterns to glow with gay ray. 

No sails beat up to the harbour, 
With creaking cordage and sailors' song. 
Somnolent, bare^poled, indiiferent, 
They sleep, and the city sleeps. 

Mid^winter about them c^s, 
Its dreary fratifications : 
Each day is a gaunt grey rock. 
And death is the last of them ali. 



Over the duggish 8now, 

Drifis now a pallid weak 8hower of bloom ; 

Boredom of firesh creation, 
Death'weariness of old returns, 

■White, white blossom, 
Fall of the shattered cups day on day : 
Is there anything here that is not ancient, 
That has not bloomed a thousand years agof 

[60] 



WHITE SYMPHONY 

Under the glare of the white'hot day, ' 
Under the restless wind'Takes of the winter, 
White blossom or white snow scattcred. 
And beneath them, dark, the graves. 

Dark graves never changing, 
White dream drifting, never changing above them ; 
O that the white scroU of heaven might be rolled up, 
Aad the naked red lightning thmst at the smouldering 
earthl 



ACDSCmciCEK DREAMS 

(rjiilliiij im mut At Mk) 



Thise is z oS « 

IsriiegraB 
kiiicijsiB. 

Jk HllS IIS bCZ^T EK3C& Ok EBtKDEQ UDGDt 

Agänat tlic iby 
Hki^ gn^ vkh bmmcL 

Out orcr fooder boois pav 

And the svraDinrs 

Flanra tfaancdves on tlie grasL 

The lake is sOvering bcncatfa the heat. 
The wiiKrs&et 
Touch hdty eacfa crcst, 
Like white gtiOs 8k>w flapping 
To niiidward. 
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MIDSUMMER DREAMS 

One rose white cloud sIowIy disengages, looscning itself. 

And stands 

Above the larkspur/coloured water : 

Like Dione's daughter 

Braiding up her wet hair with her pale hands. 



The moon puts out her fece at a rift between the trees, 
Which do not lift one drooping leaf, this night of June. 
There is no lazy breeze to set them clashing adrift. 

Thin gleams of silver rise and break in the air, 
Fireflies — here and there. 

Forest of blue masses suddenly quivering with rapid points 

ofwhite, 
Are the forests beneath the sea where no breeze passes 
As still as you tO'night ? 

The moon puts out her fiice at a rift between the trees ; 
Through my window, the bed cut evenly with diagonal 

shafts of light, 
Is a boat rocking out adrift. 

Under it bend the silver tips of the dark blue coral trees. 

And lireflies like glass fish 

Drift and ripple upwards in the breeze. ; 

[63] 



SYMPHONIES 



We aze drifiii^ dovfy . ;od and U 

To wfaere tfae donds arc hfimg 

Higtvfrcttcd towen in tfae Ay : 

Pabca ofivarff 

Wbidi we look at drtantäf. 

Orer oorsail 

Fiail white doods, 

Dri&as6lowfy 

Over the nnAilant pale Uue silk of tfae waicr, 

A»we. 



We are radng svriitty, yoa and I, 

The sun darts (Xie finntrack 

Throag^ the bluc^lack 

Of the crinkkd water. 

Gold spirals spattering, flashin^ 

The water heaves and curls away at our bow, 

A mad fish splashing. 

We are rocked together, you and I, 
To this undulant movement. 
AVhite ck)ud with blue water blent, 
Cbud dipping down to wave its hzy head» 

[6+] 



MIDSUMMER DREAMS 

Wave curling under cloud its cloudy blue. 

I and you, 

AU alone, abne. at last. 

I hoid you £ist. 



The midsummer clouds were piling up upon the south 

horizon, 
Mountains of drifting translucence in the krkspur/fields 

of the sky : 
Ascending and toppUng in crumbled raviiies, dribbling 

down chasms of silcnce, 
Reassembling in crowded multitudes, massive ibrms one 

above another. 
And I saw in their ridges and hollows, the appearaace of a 

woman 
Immeasurable, carven in stainless marble, motionIess,i:aked, 

feir: 
Hcr head thrown back, hcr pointed breasts up^gleaming in 

chili sunlight, 
Her heavy flanks dark in the shadow, resting forever 

inert. 
And up to her there suddenly cbmb and hurried another 

cloud, 
Hugc, hairy, bulging, and knobby, with dark and knotted 

brow8 : 

[65] 



SYMPHONIES 

And he thrust out long bungling arms to her and drew 

himself up to her, 
And I watched them melting together , blue mouth to sad 

white mouth. 



ORANGE SYMPHONY 



Now that ali the worId is fiUed 

With armies clamouring ; 

Now that men no longer live and die, one by one, 

But in vague indeterminaK multitudes : 

Now that the trees are coppery towers, 
Now that the clouds loom southward, 
Noff that the glossy creeper 
Spatters the walls like spilt wine : 

I will go out alone. 
To catch strong joy of solitude 
Where the trcelincs, in gold and scarlet, 
Swing strong grape'cables up the smouldcring fece 
of the hiL, 



Guns crashing, 
Thudding. 
Ululating, 
Tumultuous. 

[67] 



SYMPHONIES 

Guns yelping over the cracked earth, 
Where dry bugles blare. 

Herc in this hollow 

It is very quiet, 

Only the wind's hissing kughter ' 

In the place of tombs. 

One by one these gaunt scarred &ces 

Lift up blurred wrinkled inscriptions 

Silently beseeching me to stop and ponder. 

■What does it matter if I do not stop to read themP 

No one at ali has gone this way that I have chosen before. 

A leaf drops 8lowly in silence ; 

It is a long time twi8ting and hovering on its way to 
the eaith. 

Guns booming, 

Bellowing, 

Crashing, 

Desperate. 

Insistent outcry of savage guns, 

Rocking the gloomy hollow. 

I will nin out like the wind, 
Snarling, with savage laughter; 
[68] , 



ORANGE SYMPHONY 

Like the wiiKl that tosses die ^cy bkck douds, 
Against the shotTacked barricr of flaming trees. 

I will race bctween the grey guns. 
And the ckxids, like shrapncl ezploding, 
Flinging their hail tfarough the tunuih, 
BurstiDg, wi]l melt in cold spcaj. 

I am the wandercr of the world ; 

No one can hold me. 

Not the cannon assembkd £or battle, 

Nor the gloomy graves of the hollow, 

Nor the house where I long time slumbercd, 

Nor the hilltop wfaere roads are straggling. 

Mj feet must march to the wind. 

Like a leaf dropping 8lowly, 

An orange butterfly turning and twisting, 

I touch with mcMSt passionate palms the käden inscriptions 

Of my past. Then I turn to depart. 



The trees dance about the inn ; 
The wind thrusts them into flamelets. 
Ndw my thoughts gipsying, 
Go forth to strange walls and new fires. 
[69] 
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Mouths stained with brown/red berrics, 
ft-onzed cheeks sunken, unshaven, 
Ragged atdre ; 

We swing our guitars at the hip 
As we tramp beedless, iincariog. 

In the inn the fire crackles : 

On the hearth the wine is simmeriog. 

Lift up the brown beaker one instant, 

Drink deeply — fling out the last coin — let us go. 

On the plains there is drooping barvest, 

But no barvest can for long time hold us, 

We have seen the winds, baffled, 

Racing up the CM^nge^-flecked trench of the hills. 



On the hill summit 

Where the gusty wind ali night long has assailed me, 

Now I see stars vanishing 

Before the long cold clutching fingers of dawn. 

Stars scintillant, fire/hued, metallic, 
Topaz fruit of the deep^lue garden : 
Southward you go, my constellations, 
And leave me with the white day, alone. 



ORANGE SYMPHONY 

Over the Hilltop 
Swish with a scurry of wings 
Millions of pale brown birds, 
Songless, pulsing southward. 

Birds who have filled the trees, 
And who fled long ago at my passing, 
Now you datter in heedless tumult, 
Fanning with your hot wings my fece. 

Carry this word to the southward ; 
Say that I have forgotten them that wait for me, 
Ali the loves and the hates need expect me no longer, 
In the autumn at last I am alone. 

Suddenly 

The wind crashes through the tree^tops, 
Stripping away their orangctiled domes ; 
Stark blue skeletons, forbidding 
Gesticulate in my face. 
You whom I planted and lavished 
With ali the wealih and beauty I had to bc8tow 
Hurry away, vain harvest, 
The winds' scythes can reap you, 
Where you lie on the earth, and to death's bams you 
can go. 



SYMPHONIES 

Beyond the hilltop 

I have seen ooly the s^. 

The wiiKl, aaked. prodding up black^fiirred clouds, 

Cossacks of Winter. 

Oy, wind, 

Shriek to the shivering southland, 
That I am going into wintcr, 
That I do not hopc to rctum. 

Farewell, crowdcd stars, 

Fareweil, btrds, winds, clouds and treetops, 

I, weary of you ali, seek my destined joy in the north-' 

land, 
Amid blue ice and the rose/puq>le night of the pole. 



Beyond the land there lies the sea ; 
And on the sea with wings unfiirled, 
BlcxKiily huge the sunset rests, 
Feathers flickering and claws curled, 
Watching to seize the mined worId. 

Rolling in a torrent, 
Brown leaves, my achievements, 
Rise up from dark'wooded valleys 
[72] 
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And scatter themselves on the sea ; 

Brown birds, my wi1d dreatns, 

Mingle their bodies together, 

Shrieking and clamouring as they pass, 

Black charred silhouettes 

Against the west, curtained in orange äame. 

Now the wind starts up 

And strikes the seething water: 

Hissing in uncoiled fiiry 

Each foam/curled wave darts forward 

To clash and batter 

The smouldering iron/rust cUff 

Where the end of my road is lost. 

Rise up, black clouds ; 
Pounce upon the sunset : 
Tear it with your jagged teeth. 
Fling yourselves, seething winds, in drcles 
Upon the blue/black water, 
Swirl, leaves, and dance 
Amid the chaos of breakers, 
FUcker, birds, an instant 
Against the tawny tiger throat of the sun 
'Which is snarhng in the west. 
Beat down, O great winds, westward, 
Loose reins and gallop to seaward, 
[ 73 ] 
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Rtish me, loo, to dut oceaa. 
In whicfa I have Saand mjr goaL 

Lash me, lap mc, rugged waves of bloe^black water, 
Dash me, chitch me and do not let me rcst ooe iiKtant ; 
Ali through the puqde^hie night rock and sootbe me, 
TiU I awakeo dreaming^ at tbc £iint roGC breast of tbe dawn. 



RED SYMPHONY 



OvER the ink^-black cauldron of the sea, 
Heavily, on wings of leaden cloud, 
Howling the sunset 
Races out to assaU me. 

Long have I voyaged, 

Night after night the grey rains swept the sea ; 

The hcaving breakers 

Hissed and quivered but held no Hght. 

Now my voyage is ending, 

White storm winds have swept bare my soul ; 

■With thar harsh laughter, 

Their maddening mockery, 

Their bayonetthrusts of despair. 

Over the keen, clean'swcpt zenith 
Roll crashingly, huge masses of cloud : 
Dull, ponderous, sagging with the burdea 
Of creaking snow. 

[75] 
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They drop flat on the aea, 
TbcT hang menacine over ****"-, 
Tbey festoc» the un 
With twagt of crimson bght. 

They stripe the hcxizon, 
They bar every way with their iron tongues ; 
They loom weltcriiig over my efibrt, 
They stead&stly cloae mc in. 

Meanwhile the sun 

With (fying fbrce 

Wreoche8 onc httle crack 

In the midst of the sagging massea. 

And I steer on to it. 

Like a crimson lake 

The light overik>w8 and touches the bulging sur&ces 

With carmine, with scarlet, 

With a^nge, with vermillion, 

With brick red, with bluish purpIe, 

With maroon, with rose, with russet, 

With savage grecn, with snowy blue, 

With grey, with cbony, with goU. 

[763 



RED SYMPHONY 

It is the stonn of the evening 
That races out shrieking 
To assail me, 
And I hail it. 



The 8k3r'8 vast «nptiness 
Is crowded with fragments colUding, 
Ragged, splintered masses 
SwirUng away to the night. 

The rolcano of the sun 
Has burst and split its crater : 
Black slag is hurled to the zenith 
Above the red lava^sea. 

Black shrivelled, charred fragments 

Fall into the scarlet torrent : 

Huge trcsscB of darkness sweep over mj fec^ 

Leaving me choking. 

The sea is one crimEon steaming fire ; 
Each ^ged wavelet 

Flickers and dances about the one behind it, 
Hungrily licking at the ship. 
[77] 



STMPHdNI^ 




Lucchc* 

Witti Luet.iiiMUL [mv unu ok MiULj unn^s; 

Cdng; rmmed. nBrtrfacei. rtsc bam ont lo ^bbi 



PerliapB X wiQ. lins n ^K daviL 

Aboat ine are (ne tnonyn» (Ajbuvus^ "" "^rr 
AdA sQiiL rnfffy ^b^-tt^t F*'*Ti^n¥ tiic ifc^^^^ifimif^ 

THI ie, tP(^ «qm a bbck Aeg Anog b iaaiiug 
l^iA ^ ferce of äme IB ii: 

9dn, ««arilf , I Mviag b^ dio««^ 
^fMticniig dw Uxfc oal ofcr die pBfau 
Of OK nofif^ iiiuiMnt muilIi nfädl^ HnDoir. 
Uhat i$ aodÄo^ dm «o do. 
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RED SYMPHONY 

My legs seem melting away in sweat beneath me : 
In my body my lungs and heart are fighting for air. 
My eyes are seared by the appalliog scarlet. 
Of the furnaces about me — I scarcely see them — 
My shovelfuls fell shon with every swing. 

Without I hear the battering of the tempest, 

The ship is pounded sideway3 by black immeasurablewave/ 

thnists, 
And rising dizzily again, Hke a half-senseless fighter, 
Is again sent downwards, by those unseen fists. 

My shovel rises to the ship's slow recovery. 
My shovel shoots out at the anash of toppling 
Sometimes I pause and pant for an endless iastant, 
While the ship crouches, quivering. 

Over my head a bell beats : it is morning. 
Wearily I drop the shovel, 
And drag myself to the deck. 



A&r 

There is something that seems a shore ; 

The sky has been blown clean of clouds except to we8tward, 
And thesc stare hard at me, like huge sardonyx towers. 
[79] 



SYMPHONTES 

I dioff AD 2 halfH-^unercd ntil Aat recb sai d 
Soused b^ the cfaoidng waEcr, 
My £)C£ a screaooB^ masa of t^ood and aik xsi ffxac, 
I wait and dxzzdy I ny to remember. 

Whae ift dus d^ tfaat out dicre awaä3 me ? 
Am I iacooqaeror^ 

Wi3i acarlet äaga hang ftuttcring in tlic oiccis 

To ffeet my amäagi 

VfiB crinuoo laniemt 

Jii^ and lOM in feaöval oym^ ? 

Hat the fire bamed the sfaip and is die wanT 

Batmapagkj^re, 

Unt whipi and sean 1117 £acc ? 

Down thoe the fbmaces go out, &r the water 

Sflo^Ks about the floor ; 

And «teaming aoid fiunes arise. 

No living aoul conld stzj in aich a place. 

Out here the decks are shattered. 
The boats are shorn awa7, 
And &r on the hcnizon, 
The city glares with its saidonyz towers. 
[80] 
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Now the red bells, 

The blackfcd bcUs, 

The storm bells, 

Break loose from the horizon, 

Leaping upon the eastern sea, 

And breaking it in their teeth. 

The towers 
Iniuriate, enkindle 
From t»se to siunmit, 
In layers, and orange terraces, 

Against the blue snow haze that drifcs down on thcm 
from the east. 

The ship of my soul 

Is rolling to port at last, 

With one clang from its heaving boilerSi 

One sigh from its shaking iunnels, 

Cqc rattle frxim its loosened chains. 

I will lash myself to the masthead 

And wait 

Emptyeyed and open^mouthed. 

Tili the city that is ali one scarlet äame of death 

Takes me to itself at last. 



VIOLET SYMPHONY 



Buryesterd^ 

Moonsails were raking high the harbour of my dreams. 

Dull night of trees, 
Dark sorrows drooping, 
Glittering raindrops gleam on you 
In recollection 
Of my despair. 

Butyesterday 

Stardust was scattered deep on the dark gulf of my dreams. 

■Wind of the night, 
Questing, swaying, calling, 
Rustle of dull grasses, 
Why do you trouble me ? 

Yesterday 

Purple mist was powdered on the windless sea of dreams. 

[82] 
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Faces of die m^ that pass me, 
Ibggard, moooconoas £Kes; 
WiDdblown hair and hutfiil Ups, 
I am not wfaat you dcsire. 

Yesterday 

Odc — two — sails aboTc the miat — 

'WiadswaI]ows that hovcr 

Towards the rainckuds of the hanzoa. 

Out of the reedy harbours 

Rockiog, swaying, &Iling, 

BIown to sea aod parted 

Yestoday, 

Yesterday. 



Purple/blue bloom of night, 

Globed grapes clustered morosely 

DowQ the dark vineyards of untrodden streets : 

The noise of the moments is Uke the clash of the hoo& 

of a horse rattling, 
Thin tattoo in the stillness : 
The noise of the moments takes me, uncartng, 
Towards the day. 

[83] 
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In bng and sluggish rivers 

That joined and made a sca, 

Where, half''gue88ed through the mist, 

Two golden sails 

Drifted on silently. 

The blue fiime of my dreams 
Is laced with violet flame. 

One golden sai! alone came back to rest 

In its nest 

Among the reeds. 

The other sail is lost ; 

Behind the mist, 

Beyond the craggy rock, 

About which race in jagged white 

The waves, 

Horizon on horizon & away 

She Waits. 

But through the day, 

Comes no &int song, nor creaking t^the ropes. 

Twi8ted fragments of violet paper, 

Charred and faHen : 

Out of the green bowl lazily coils gr^ smoke. 



GREY SYMPHONY 



Up on the hillside a long row t^larches 
Shake from thdr grizzled bcards the vestiges of räin, 
From grey^-blue melting ice^slabs 'neath thdr arches 
The spring goe8 up again. 

Writhing, exuding, 
Up^steaming, streaming, 
The earth is breathing to the sky 
Wetclouds of spring. 

Dim Fosy fans, the trees 
As they flick to and &o, 
Seem driving greyish vapour 
Over the 8now. 

The sky reniodulates itself 

From violet'grey to blue, 

Under the upturned eaves of the blue larchcs 

The sun looks through. 

[87] 
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Now with the heat of the sun 
The greybluc iccdabs quiver, 
They slide in muddy trickles 
Towards the rivcr. 

Up on the hillside between the long row of larches 
Fume up from south pale clouds that bear the raln ; 
In pearl and violet archcs 
They break and shape again. 



I have scea in the evening 

The greyish/violet clouds 

Roll wearily back fixsm n«rthward 

To the place whence first th^ came. 

One or two orange lamps burnt low 
Against deep purple hills — 

The wind was hurrying, bundling them togcther, 
The pines awoke to sing 
The song of the ssx>w bu2zing and screaming 
On its one string. 

I have seen within my heart 
Crocuses, purple and gold, 
[88] 
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Drop cold and dull and colourless 
Beneath the snow. 



One or two orange lamps burnt low. 
Vain memcffies. 

The wind has driven me too many winters» 
My songs are 8nowilakes whirling about my breast. 
1 wiU wrap my frozen and bitrer songs about me. 
Ia one grey drift, and rest. 



Fluttering and soft the snow 
Flings outward, swirl& and settles, 
But when 1 try to seize it. 
The wind tears it away. 

Through poised green platforms of enormous pines, 

I see &r hilltops pushing up blue roofs. 

Snow comes. 

And hums 

Through the woof 

Of the lower branchcs. 

It skips and dances: 

It drops in sluggish folds 

Of grey, 

[89] 
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To nlieie tne frozen rtnali Ai»iri«i I^hIm y 
Widi knncr air^gosts pbf. 

And f"^ flinil tminMlra. 

Fhmering and soft the saow is Uenc 
InlmglooK qiinJswith my dream. 

It is an I hxn, dv mow, 

Audi koow 

That wben I chasc it, it win By from me ; 

Beyond the li&less grecn, 

Beyood the low bbe hills, 

Beyond the pole straw/coloiired glare» 

DDwn in the West 

Itgocs; 

Straight soutfaward whae the pnrpleAiraiige Sare 

Of sunset 3ows, 

And into the blackened beatt of my last rose 

Pours its despair. 

Fluttering, soft, and dim 
Regrets that skip and skim 
Grey in the grey twilight ; 
SUm and weary whirls the saow. 
And where it goes I too shall go. 
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Of my long nights afär in alien cities 

I have remembered only this : 

Thcy wcre black scarvcs ali dusted over with silver. 

In which I wrapped my dreams ; 

They were black screens on which I made those pictures 

That &ded out next day. 

Youth without glory, manhood onc mad stmggle, 
Maturity a battle without trumpet caUs: 
Long gleams from pallid suns seen only in my dreaming 
Struck those dissolving walls, 

Andofmy days, 

I only know 

They slipped and fcll, 

Likc tocbrief sunseta, 

Into the hill'Tavine8 that held the snow. 



Three lofty pines 

At the corners of my heart 

Waited, apart. 
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Tli^only see 

In the myaay 

Of the grey sky. 

The jaggkd cknds that %, 

Eadlcssly. 



POPPIES OF THE RED YEAR 

(^A Symphony in Scarlet) 



The word8 that 1 have written 

To me become as poppies : 

Deepangrydisks of scarlet flame full'glowing in the sdllness 

Of a shut room. 

Silken their edges undulate out to me, 

Drooping on their hairy stems ; 

Flaring likefolded sha^vls.dovvn^curved llke rockets starting 

To break and shatter their light. 

Wide''flaunting and heavy, crinklclipped blossom, 
Darting faint shivers through me; 
Glcbed Chinese lanterns on green silk cords a/swaying 
Over motionless pools. 

These are lamps of a festival of sleep held each night to 

welcome me, 
CrinKon.-bursting through dark doors. 
Out to the dull, blue, heavy fiimes of opium rolling 
From their rent red hearts, I go to seek my dream. 
[93] 
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A civea ivaS Bb a &ce fnif mu amf 

Siarei bbnktr s tfac evding : 

As3ii Bvtm wiaiaw Kfc» -^ j-y^ifc»! nn^ih 

Ir b«ki at die noas sl^. 

Aod over tnecc, otjunor 

Os plains ■ H^ iT "ighf baaxsded, 

Tfarec menarc ckfiiu. 

One of tiicEn looks aid aea the icfz 
Ooe of tilan looks and acei tlie carth : 
The last ooe baks aid 9BCS nodnng s alL 
Tlicjr rideoo. 

One of tfaem pooSES ami s^s, '^ b is ficrii.' 

Anocher pcmscs and szys, " It is life.' 

The last ooe ponses and si^ " Tis a dream." 

Hisbridlesbakcs. 

Thcsky 

Is filled with oral violettiiitcd cioiKb 
Throogh vrhidi the san kxig sctdcd arikes at randoai, 
EnkiodHng faere and there Uotchcd cinJcs of ron IJfi^iC 
[94] 



POPPIES OF THE RED YEAR 

These are poppies, 
Unclosing immense corollas, 
Waving the horsemen on. 

Over the earth, upheaving, folding, 
They ride : their bridles shake : 
One of them sees the sky is red : 
One of them sees the earth is dark : 
The last man sees he rides to his death, 
Yet he says nothing at ali. 



There will be no harvest at ali thisyear ; 

For the gaunt black slopes arising 

Lift the wnnkled aching £urrows of their fields, &lling aw£r^. 

To the rainy sky in vain. 

But in the furrow8 

There is grass and many flowers. 

Scarlet tossing poppies 

Flutter their wind'slashed edgcs, 

On which gorged black tlies poise and sway in drunken sleep. 

The black flies hang 
Above the tangled trampled grasses, 
Grey, cnimpled bvindles lie in them ; 
[95] 
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They sprawl, 

Heavefeintly; 

And between thcir stifJened fingers, 

Run out clogged crimBon tricklcs, 

Spattering the poppies and standing in beads on the grass. 



I saw last night 

Sudden poffs of flame in the ncrthern sky. 

The sky was an even cxpanse of rolling grey smokc, 

Lit feintly by the moon that hung 

Its white fac£ in a dead tree to the east. 

W:thin the depths of greenish greyish smoke 

Were roars, 

Crackles and spheres of vapour, 

And then 

Huge disks of crimson shooting up, fälling aw^. 

And I said these are flower petals, 
Sleep petals, dream petals, 
Blown by the winds of a dream. 

But still the crimson rockets rose. 
They seemed to be 

[9«] 



POPPIES OF THE RED YEAR 

One great field of immense poppies buming eventy» 
Casting their visdd peifiime to the earth. 

The earth is sown with dead, 

And out of these the red 

Blooms are pushing up, advandng higher. 

And cach night brings them nigher, 

Closer, closer to my heart. 



By the sluggish canal 

That winds between tbin ugly dunes, 

There are no passing boats with creaking ropes to/day. 

But when the evening 

Crouches down, like a hurt rabbit, 

Under the everlasting raincloud whirlingup the north 

horizon, 
Downwards on the stream wiU float 
Glowing points of fire. 

Orange, coppery, scarlet, 
Crimson, rosy, fiickering, 
They pass, the lanteras 
Of the tinknown dead. 
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SYMPHONIES 

Out where the sea, sailless. 

Is tnouthiog and fi-etting 

Its chaos of pebbles and dried sticks b^ the dunes. 

By the wall of that house 

That looks like a hce half torn aw^. 

And from its flat mouth barks at the sky, 

The sl^ which is shot with broad red disks of light, 

Petals drowsily ^Jling. 



"It was not £oT a sacred cause, 
Nor for feith, nor for new generations, 
That unburied we roll and float 
Beneath this flaming tumult of drunken sIeep/fIowers. 
But it was for a mad adventure, 
Something we longed for, poisonous, scductive, 
That we dared go out in the night together, 
Towards the glow that caUed us, 
On the un$own fields of death. 

" Now we lie hcrc reaped, ungarnered, 
Red swaths of a new harvest: 
But you who fonow after, 
Must struggle with our dream : 

[98] 



POPPIES OF THE RED YEAR 

And out of its restless and opprcssive night, 
Filled with blue fomes, dull, choking» 
You wiU draw hints of that vision 
Which we hold aloof in silcncx." 



COLOURED STARS 

Versions of 
Fifty Asiatic Love Poer 

BY 
EDWARD POWYS MATHERS 

"Coloured Stars" is the first general 
coUection of Asiatic poems in the English 
language, containiiig some of the best 
poetry, not only of China, but of Japan, 
india, Arabia, Afghanislan, and otber 
Asiatic counlries as welt. 

A few of the poems are nearly aooo 
years old, but for the most part, they 
were written within ihc Jast loo years. 
Indeed, one ^ the amazing discoveries 
that will be made by the reader of the 
volutne is that there is no living an 
American born Chinese valet un- 
known to famc who must be classed 
as one of the great poets of the present 
day. 

Written with an Oriental opulence of 
color and passion, the poems strike an 
entirely new note in poetic literature and 
will create a veritable sen sati on among 
poetry lovers. " Coloured Stars " should 
easily be the most talked of volume of 
verse of the year. 



** POETRY (Q. DRAMA T. 

A CRITICAL PABLE 

In this brilliant anonymous poem, the poets of to-day, sucfa aa Amy 
Lovvdl, Sandhurg. Frost, M.istcrs, Aikeo, and many more, are dissccied 

wii!i audacily, humor, and iniight. 

THE WAV OF POETRY By John DKiNKWAT6f. 

This anihology, arrauged primorily for young natiers by ihc luthor nf 
•• Abrahiin Lincoln," «t, ii aji inuoduciion to ihe brighlest naines m 
Engiish poetry. 

SADDLE SONGS gy H. H. Kk.bb* 

Anew volume of Western poemsbv the aulhotrf"Riders of (he Stara," 
"Songsof theTnUl," "Overland Red," •• Parincn of Cliance," «e. 

SONGS OF CHALLENGE By Roi.»t Frothinckam 

Thi» latest addibon to Mr. Frothingham"s popular anthologie* is a iplen- 
did staiement of man"! courage in the face of deaih. 

THE SOUL OP THE CITY 

By Garland Greevek and Joseph M. Bachelor 
City scenes and city people are the subjects of this anlliology of poenis 
by Alfred Noyes, CatI Sandburg, Edwiii Markham, and many othcrs. 

SPANISH FOLK SONGS By Salvador Ve Madariada 

Pine poetic translaiioiis of »ome hundred Spanish folk songs. 

THE CURTAIN OF'FORGETFULNESS By William LibdsEV 

A cycle of twenty romantic sonneu of hauming quality, cnhanced by a 
serics of twenty cotoröi iliustration». Sfeci/ii Umiled E^liiion. 

SEEDS OF TIME By John DR,NKWATEa 

A oew volume of collected poems by the authot of " Abraham Lincoln," 
••Oliver CrotnweII," ele. 

PORTRAIT OF MRS. W. 
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E PRESTON PEASODr 

This nere phy by ihe author of " The Piper"" is »oven about the vital 

and picturesque personality of Mary VVollstonccraft. 
THE LITTLE BOOK OF SOCIETY VERSE 

Compiled by Claude M. Ft;Ess and Harold C. Stearns 

The poets of this delighifiil anthology sing not of battle and advenliirc, 

but of ihe dance and the card-tabie, bm the permancncy of tlieir happy 

verses will be quesiioned by no one who rcads the volume. 
KINFOLKS : Kentuclty Mountain Rhymes By Ank Cobb 

In this notable volume of verse. ihe poet hai CAUght ihe coior and nigged 

simplicity of the Cumberland moumiineen. 



